4O      THE MEMOIRS OF THE BARON DE MARBOT
for me to join, my father directed Major Muller to send Sergeant Pertelay to him.    Now you must know that there were  in  the  regiment  two   brothers  of  this name,  both sergeants, but quite unlike each other morally and physically. You  might  have  thought  that  the author of i Les Deux Philiberts'1 had taken his characters from these two men : the elder Pertelay being the wicked Philibert, the younger Pertelay the virtuous Philibert.    It was the latter whom the colonel had intended to recommend as my mentor; but, being in a hurry, he had omitted when naming Pertelay to add e junior.'    Further, this Pertelay was not in the squadron at Nice, whereas the elder was actually in Troop 7, to which I was to belong.    Major Muller therefore supposed that it was the elder brother whom the colonel had named to my father ; and that this wild fellow had been selected in order to take the nonsense out of a mild and shy lad like myself.    So he sent  us  Pertelay  senior.     This typical hussar of the old school was a hard drinker, a brawler, always ready for a quarrel and a fight; brave, moreover, to the point of rashness. . He was absolutely ignorant of everything that did not concern his horse, his accoutrements, or his service in the field. Pertelay junior, on the other hand, was gentle, well-mannered, highly educated ; and, being also a very handsome man and every whit as brave as his brother, he would certainly have got on fast had he not been killed, while still young, on the battle-field.    However, to return to the elder.    He came to my father's house, and what did we behold ?   A jolly ruffian— very well set up, I must admit—with his shako over his ear, his sabre trailing, his florid countenance divided by an enormous scar, moustaches half a foot long waxed and turned up to his ears, on his temples two long locks of hair plaited, which came from under his sKako and fell on his breast, and withal such an air!—a regular rowdy air, heightened still farther by his words, jerked out in the most barbarous French-Alsatian gibberish.    This last peculiarity was no surprise to my father, for he knew that the 1st Hussars were the old Bercheny   regiment,   consisting  formerly   of  nothing   but 1 Apogular comedy, by L. F. Picard, first produced in 1815.e gale
